Shower gold and our powers increase ! All hail we sing thy wholesome praise; "Mother Parashakthi!' our cry doth rise I Ail our shackles off we cast ! There's naught else to do, Oh mind, But do as we bid thee do; We repeat the same again:   'Shakthi Om! Shakthi Om ! Shakthi Om !   Shakthi Om !
Oh !  thou ensconced on the lotus whiteg As the very essence of the Vedic truth, Vanee !   Muse divine of Tamil pellucid ! Thee 1 importune to grant my prayer: Wasting not, even a wee bit of time My tongue inspired by thee shall pour »In a torrent of words: Oh Shakthivel ! Shakthivel !  Shakthivel!   Shakthivel !fi'vfi nut our trust in the Gosoel truthus To live in bhakthi a hundred years !ng the murk of existenei
